POSTSCRIPT
the Polish Government considers it vital to resist with their
national forces. His Majesty's Government would feel themselves
bound at once to lend the Polish Government all support in their
power'.
Do you see what it means? That Poland should yield, by
negotiation. No more unpleasant overnight invasions. It goes
only a little farther than the solemn warning given to Germany
in May iq$q about Czecho-Slovakia — and where is Czecho-
slovakia to-day?
Once again, as in the case of Austria, as in the case of Czecho-
slovakia, as in the case of Spain, the real intentions of Mr,
Chamberlain's Government were revealed, on the very morning
after that Assurance, by The Times. 'The new obligation which
this country yesterday assumed', it said, 'does not bind Great
Britain to defend every inch of the present frontiers of Poland.
The key word in the declaration is not "integrity" but "inde-
pendence".9
, So there you have it. The Assurance meant nothing at all,
and the Poles will presumably go the way of the Czecho-Slovaks.
The same old bluff for the dear old British public.
Unless the Poles fight. That might alter everything. The Poles,
too, mean you. They, too, have a large army. They, too, have an
air force.
Because I had these forebodings for England, I turned away in
distaste from my chattering and gesticulating and joking fellow-
passengers that day as we came up the Thames estuary, and leaned
on the rail, watching the rain drive over the marshes, heavy at
heart. Ships, docks, factories. Gravesend and Greenwich. Water
grey and clouds grey, and yet of quite different hues. White ribbons
of smoke streaming across this greyness from black factory chim-
neys. A rare patch of colour here and there — the brown sail of a
barge, the red funnel of a steamer.
Have you ever been welcomed to London with open arms?  I
have. Let me be clear: I am not at all sure that my native city
feels like that about me, it is just the whimsical way my mind
works. But it certainly looked like that. The little Polish steamer
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